7oo	A MODERN COMEDY
And Soames shivered. Too hot—these American rooms !
He went back into the sitting-room ; they had cleared
away and brought him the evening paper ; no good in
that! He could never find anything in the papers over
here. At this distance from the past, all this space and
all this time—what did he feel about her ? Hate ? The
word was too strong. One didn't hate those who weren't
near one. Besides, he had never hated her ! Not even
when he first knew she was unfaithful. Contempt ? No.
She had made him ache too much for that. He didn't
know what he felt. And he began walking up and down,
and once or twice stood at the door and listened, as might
a prisoner in his cell. Undignified 1 And going to the
sofa he stretched himself out on it. He would think about
his travels. Had he enjoyed them ? One long whirl of
things, and—water. And yet, all had gone according to
programme, except China, to which they had given as wide
a berth as possible, owing to its state. The Sphinx and
the Taj Mahal, Vancouver Harbour, and the Rocky Moun-
tains, they played a sort of hidc-and-seck within him ;
and now—that strumming ; was it She ? Strange ! You
had, it seemed, only just one season of real heat. Every-
thing else that happened to you was in a way tepid, and
perhaps it was as well, or the boiler would burst. His
emotions in the years when he first knew her—would he
go through them again ? Not for the world. And yet!
Soames got up. That music was going on and on ; but
when it stopped, the player—She or not She !—would be
no longer visible. Why not walk past that little salon-
just walk past, and—and take a glimpse ? If it were She,
well, probably she'd lost her looks—the beauty that had
played such havoc with him ! He had noticed the position
of the piano ; yes—the player would be in profile to him.
He opened the door ; the music swelled, and he stole forth.

